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One 


"Aw, man, it's you," Axl said, finding himself backstage with Kurt Cobain. He thought of just turning on his heel 
and walking out, but he'd been getting in too much trouble lately for leaving shows and showing up late and not 
showing at all. He'd agreed to do this show. He lit a cigarette and half thought of ignoring him. 


"Yeah, l'm thrilled to see you, too," Kurt said, lighting a cigarette of his own. Axl started pacing, the idea of 
ignoring him quickly going out the window. He couldn't fucking stand him, not anymore. 


"You know, | don't know what your problem is," Axl said. 
"My problem? You're one to talk," he said, taking a drag of his cigarette, reclining in his chair. 
"What's that supposed to mean?" Axl said, his tone deepening. 


‘Is means you're the fucking rockstar who shows up three hours late or not at all..you act like all this shit is 
brand new and not tired and old as shit. You just think its new because it's happening to you," 


Axl swallowed hard, tossing his cigarette toward the ashtray. He was late, he had a problem with it and always 


had, and he had been late when no one gave a shit and he got locked out of venues and spent shows in the 
parking lot until Duff and Izzy showed up to scream at him. He was late when he was a teenager and worked 
at the goddamn supermarket down the street, his hair soaking wet from his shower and his shoes untied and 
his boss would give him dirty looks for the first part of his shift. The only difference now was that people 


were willing to wait. 


"Yeah, I'm late, but | show up and perform, | give everything | have to those shows and to the fans. You don't 


even go on tour. | asked you to go on tour with us but you wanted to stay home and be a junkie," 


Kurt glared at him, reaching for another cigarette, tapping it against the table. He flipped his dirty blond hair 
out of his eyes. 


"| didn't want to go on tour with you, did you ever think of that? Just because you told me to jump doesn't 
mean I'm going to. | don't like your rockstar shit, | don't like all the excess of Guns N' Roses. | don't like the 


riots, | don't like when you're late, | don’t like what a homophobic, racist, misogynist you are," 


"Okay," Axl said, pacing toward the window, the words crowding in his brain to get out. Why couldn't he walk 
away from this shit? His fist itched to punch the wall, or Kurt's face. He held his curled right hand in his left 
and gritted his teeth. 


"You're so much better with your wimpy politically correct shit? I'm honest. I'm honest about it all. You're like 
a lying politician You want to be gay? You want to be a women? It's so fucking simple for you? But | say what 
l'm feeling and thinking, and it isn't always politically correct. Yeah, | have problems with homosexual shit 
sometimes. Aggressive gays have come on to me, tried shit with me, shoved me against bathroom walls and 
shoved their hands down my pants..and this guy, when | was hitchhiking through St. Louis, | go to sleep in this 
hotel room and wake up while he's trying to fuck me..so | have a problem with it sometimes. That's part of 
things, but it isn’t all of it. | don't have a problem with people doing what they want to with who they want to, 
as long as they leave me alone | don't fucking care..do what you want. But not every gay person is a fucking 
angel or a victim, it's the same with fucking straight people. Elton John is gay, Freddie Mercury was gay, or 
bisexual, whatever, and | admire the shit out of them, | wouldn't have survived without them, and | don't care 
that they're gay. l'm not going to be fucking false and be all positive and supportive of every fucking gay 


person, that doesn't even make any sense," 
Axl pounded his fist against his open palm, pacing, breathing through his nostrils. 
"And racist! I'm not racist..fucking Slash is black. Just because | said that one word." 


Kurt sat up straighter, tapping the ashes gently into the ashtray, and he looked at Axl, his calmness making 


Axl more incensed. 
"Yeah, you said that word showing that you have no idea about the historical ramifications of it," 


"You think | don't know that shit? | remember when Martin Luther King, Jr, was shot, | remember that shit.. 


but this country has a real race issue and not saying anything and pretending that it doesn't exist doesn't 
help..." 


"But saying nigger on an album you knew would fucking go platinum helps?" Kurt said, staring at Axl. 
"NWA says it all the time..” 


"They're black! It's different! They're..they're reclaiming the word, taking a hateful, hurtful word and taking it 
back, diffusing its power. You're fucking white, you can't say it," 


Axl looked down at the floor, at the scuffs in the concrete, at the steel toes of his snakeskin boots. 


"Yeah, I'm white, so what? My fucking ancestors weren't owning slaves, they were fucking dying in potato 
famines and coming here and working themselves to death as indentured servants..not all white people are 
descendants of slave owners, not all black people's fucking ancestors were slaves..we need to change all this 
shit in this country, instead of having these off limit words that automatically make someone a racist just 
because they're white. Because I'm white | can't say what | want? But black people can say anything? Its not 
my fault I'm white, it isn't anyone's fault what fucking color they are..people have the same color insides, 


everyone is a person inside..and this is America. | can say what | want," 

Kurt shook his head and gazed across the room. 

"And women..so I've had problems with women.."Axl said, pausing to light another cigarette. 

| don't think | can take it, your whole diatribe about women! What the fuck are you going to say? Your songs 
have such lyrics that are like violence..it's like you're hitting women in your songs..in fact, that is one of the 
lines. Let me quote it to you, ‘See me hit you, you fall down' and "I Used to Love Her" and "Rocket Queen’. You 
fucked some girl in the studio and recorded her having sex...” 

"So? That's art, that was part of that song, it.that made that song..." 

"Fucking some random chick? Using her? That's art to you?" Kurt said, his eyes narrowing through the smoke. 


"| didn't use her, | asked her to do it and she agreed..| was there, too, so | was using myself as much as her," 


There was a sharp knock at the door, and Axl and Kurt both looked up. 


